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Author's Notes: 


| tried, | really did! | hope you enjoy it though! ) 


"Mark..!" 


Myles couldn't help but gasp out the name of the man causing his body such pleasure. He arched up as Mark 
stroked him harder through his jeans, his hips seeming to have a mind of their own as they constantly sought 
out the heat and friction the other man was providing. His hands began to scramble at Mark's belt wanting 
nothing more than to feel skin on skin. Just as he was about to slip his hand in grasp Mark's hard cock, he felt 
the guitarists hand grab his wrists and hold them over his head. 


"Easy Myles." he whispered as leaned down and nipped at his ear. "We're the only ones here." He stopped 
stroking him and quickly popped the button on Myles’ jeans and slipped his hand inside, making the other man 


moan loudly. 


" And | wanna hear every sound you make." 
Yy y 


A shudder went through Myles at those words. It wasn't often they had the bus all to themselves even for a 
tiny bit of time, hell with touring, recording and promotion for the new album, it was rare that they had 
anytime to themselves period, but when Brian and Scott had said they wanted to do a little sightseeing before 
they continued onto the next city and left Myles and Mark writing on the bus, he couldn't have been happier. 


They danced around it at first, going on business as usual, working on songs, watching TV, doing a little jamming 
and in the end it took only a look to set everything into motion. Mark was sitting at the table, working on his 
laptop when he glanced over at Myles on his bunk He shot him a sly smile and before Mark had realized it, he 
was straddling his singer and doing his best to kiss him breathless. 


Which is how they ended up in their present state, on Myles' bunk completely wrapped up in each other. 


Mark began to kiss slowly down Myles chest, paying special attention to his nipples as he licked and teased 
them into hardened, sensitive peaks and enjoying every soft sigh and whimpers that came from his throat. He 
kissed his way slowly down his chest until he reached the top of his jeans, unzipping them and finally pulling 
them off his slim hips. He wasted no time and suddenly took a long lick up Myles’ shaft, making him moan 
loudly and place his hands on Mark's head to keep him going. 


"Come on!" Myles moaned. "Don't tease me like this!" 


Mark just grinned and took another slow lick from base to tip before covering the sensitive head with his lips 
and giving it a hard suck. He felt the grip on his scalp become tighter and heard Myles moaning above him as 
he began to suck in earnest. They had been doing this long enough that he knew exactly which buttons to push 
to drive the singer wild. He reached a hand to Myles’ sack and began to roll it in his palm. His hips jerked wildly, 


almost choking Mark as he tried to force more of his cock into that warm, waiting mouth. 


Mark grasped his hips firmly, forcing them still as he started a steady rhythm, hollowing his cheeks and 
sucking hard at the head as he pulled back, before sinking down as far as he could manage and doing it all 
again His ears were filled with the sounds of Myles spiraling toward his orgasm above him. His hands running 
along his scalp, desperate for something to hold onto. With his legs trembling on either side of him and his 


name falling from Myles’ lips between moans and cries for more, Mark knew it was time to stop. 


Myles whined when Mark pulled away from his cock and shot a glare at the other man who just smirked in 
return. He reached over and grabbed the bottle of lube they kept hidden in the bunk and spread a liberal 
amount over his fingers. He traced his finger around the hidden entrance, enjoying the feel as the pucker 


fluttered against his touch. He leaned down to ravish Myles’ lips as he slipped the first finger inside. 


Myles' gasp at the sudden intrusion was swallowed by the kiss. He gripped Mark's shoulders tightly as the 
finger began to thrust. His muscles relaxed quickly and Mark added another finger, this time searching for the 
spot that would have Myles screaming his name once again. When Myles' scream echoed throughout the bus 


and the grip on his shoulders tightened almost painfully, he knew he had found it. He tapped it a few more 


times before pulling out completely. 


Once when they were in between shows, and had an hotel room all to themselves, he had spent hours fingering 
Myles until he was too blissed out to remember his own name. He would have loved to do that again, but he 


had other plans for their time together today. 


He pulled away from the arms that continued to reach for him and pull him close as he grabbed the rest of 
the lube and slicked up his cock before lifting Myles’ legs to his shoulders. Blue locked with brown as he slowly 
slid home. He groaned low in his chest as he was surrounded by tight, velvety heat. He struggled to keep his 
eyes open from the pleasure. He loved how Myles looked right when he entered him. The way his eyes flutter 
closed and the tiny gasp of shock when he first feels him inside. The way his back arches and his fingers fist 
themselves in the sheets. Sometimes its more about the image he makes, debauched, wanton than the feeling 


of being inside him that has him struggling to keep control. 


He started a slow rhythm, attempting to draw it out and to tease Myles a little bit more, but when he felt 
those muscles clench around him, it all his resistance not to start pounding him into the mattress. It wasn't 
often that they had time to draw things out, but Mark was gonna take advantage of every moment he had 
until Brian and Scott bounded back onto the bus. 


Myles began to meet him thrust for thrust, his hands fisting the sheets tighter and tighter until his his 
knuckles were almost white. He kept the pace the same but started to slam deeper, which each thrust rocking 
Myles up a little bit closer to the head of the bunk and forcing a sharp gasp from his throat. He suddenly 
reached up and pulled Mark down to him as he rolled them over. Mark could only blink in shock as he was now 


flat on his back, looking up at his grinning lover. 


With a lick to his neck and a nip to his ear, Myles whispered, "I'm tired of you teasing me." He rolled his hips 


once and Mark let out a low groan, "Now its your turn" 


Myles raised up as much as he could before he dropped down hard, both of them crying out as he did so. His 

pace was almost the complete opposite of Mark's, fast and hard, his hips barely raising before he was dropping 
down again. Mark gripped Myles’ hips tightly as he met every one of his thrusts with a sharp jerk of his hips. 

Myles hand had shot down to his cock, pumping it jerkily, it freely leaking precum across his chest. Mark could 
tell he was getting close. His normally perfect rhythm faltering wildly, his breath becoming more labored as he 
struggled to keep his pace, but when Mark sat up and covered Myles' hand with his own and began to jerk him 
off as well, Myles couldn't hold back anymore. 


He dropped down one last time and shuddered as he came, throwing his head back as a loud cry was torn from 
his throat. He gripped Mark's shoulder tightly as he dropped his head on his chest and weakly rode through his 
orgasm. The feeling of the spasming muscles around him was too much for Mark to take. He gave a few more 
quick thrusts before groaning loudly and emptying himself into Myles. He wrapped his arms around his waist as 
he felt Myles shudder in pleasure as he was filled. 


They dropped back on the bunk, panting as they attempted to catch their breath. Mark ran his fingers 
through Myles‘ sweaty hair as they kissed slowly. "Ya know, maybe we should find a way to get the bus to 


ourselves more often" He grinned seductively, "I just /ove how loud you get when we're completely alone." 


Myles blushed and punched him playfully on the chest, before leaning up and closing the curtain to his bunk, 
and with a grin of his own said, "Well if that's that's the case, | guess round two isn't a question then." 


Right as Mark leaned up to kiss him, they both froze at the sound of footsteps and doors opening as Brian and 
Scott made it back onto the bus. As they listened to the two talk animatedly about the things they seen, 
Myles rolled to Mark's side with a sigh and whispered, "Well there goes round two." He went to sit up, but was 
suddenly pinned back to the bed by Mark who had a devilish grin on his face. He leaned down and kissed up 


Myles's neck to his ear where he whispered the words that sent shivers up Myles’ spine. 


"| already said | love how loud you can be, but lets see just how long you can keep quie7, shall we?" 


